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per. Everybody in the room just then, for some obscure reason—
probably because of the old primitive human tendency to be
silent in the presence of a transaction that smacked of ritual—
spoke in a lowered voice, so that Dud's whisper had to be a
real whisper. "Did you say it was with Welsh people that your
Shaftesbury old man found him?"
Mrs. Quirm, who also had been studying her husband's face
from where they sat, turned her head sharply.
"Don't tell a soul," she murmured, "what I've just told you.
Yes, that's how they put it; but, as I've said, the old man I
talked to about it—for it seems the elder Quirni's been dead
for years and there are none of the family left in Shaftesbury—
showed such malignity towards my husband that he made me
angry, and I came away feeling suspicious of all he said. My
husband himself talks to me about Shaftesbury till I'm sick
of the subject. He always calls it Palladour, which he says was
its old name; and he talks so much about the nunnery there
that you'd think he knew every stick and stone of it—just as if
it were our Glymes. He's got a mania for nuns, Enoch has, just
as children have for	"
She was interrupted by Mrs. Dearth who was hurriedly
pushing her way between the end of their sofa and one of
Thuella's decorative cabinets with the intention of reaching her
father.
As she brushed by them, Dud, after his fashion, made a
mental note of the agreeableness of the scent of her body, in its
rustling dress. "Dear old 'Horse-Head/ " he thought, "you
smell like pot-pourri I" And he mentally compared the scent of
Jenny's flesh thus wafted to him as she passed with that which
emanated from the person of his present companion.
It must not be supposed that the two ladies had been all this
while offering themselves, like a spray of rosemary and a sprig
of ground-ivy, for his critical delectation, for Jenny had had time
to distract her father from his books; but in any case he was
now roused from his comparisons by a general move among
the occupants of the room. Uryen got up from his seat, put the
empty bottles on the ground, and proceeded to carry his brim-
ming bowl to the table where Thuella had placed the glasses.
It was at this moment that snatches of what Mrs. Dearth was
saying to her father reached our friend's ears though he had his
back to the book-shelf by which they were standing.

